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But we could find no one to tell us where the Red
Army was, until we returned in desperation to the
railway crossing again. The three soldiers had
vanished; but one of the peasants who had been such
an interested listener before, and had seen our
friendly encounter, finally undertook to guide us to
their quarters. He would take no money for this
service. I began to understand one secret of the Red
Army's strength: always, it seemed, the country-
people would give them protection and assistance
that they would give to no other troops.
We went direct across-country, passing the walls
of the alcohol factory. It was evening already, and
mist was beginning to rise from the river-flats.
Suddenly, as it seemed from nowhere, we were
joined by two men with rifles. They had grown out
of the shadows by the factory wall. One was a boy of
fifteen, with a Mauser pistol tied over his shoulder
by a rough cord; he wore rope sandals. We were
formally escorted to the Red camp.
A little village of clay huts huddled against the
loess cliffs. It was guarded by a wall, outside of
which children were playing, while old men smoked
their evening pipes in the open. The scene was peace-
ful enough; our guides, as we crossed to the wall,
exchanged greetings with the villagers.
"Are you afraid of the Red Army?" our student
propagandist asked one group of children- The
answer was a peal of laughter; the old men chuckled
and wagged their heads, "The Red Army is the army
of the peasants. It is the army of the Chinese people/7
The propaganda party had not wasted its time.
Inside the wall, a troop of some forty soldiers were